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To Esther, 


our children and grandchildren 


ACADEMY OPENING 


We walked together—you and I— 

Past the feeble, panoplied strutted glory 

Of modern pictures hung upon a modern wall 
And smiled amused. 

Color and subject had not met; 

Blues were purple, reds were orange; 

Lines were dashed and crooked. 

Gaudy manuscripts of impotent souls! 


Last night after I kissed you 

Your eyes were the blue of Gainsborough’s painting 
And the cream whiteness of your forehead 

Shaded into the long ellipses of your hair 

With a delicacy that Raphael put upon his angels 
And Turner on his sunsets over the Venetian lagoon. 
No leaf Corot ever painted owned the exquisite curve 
Of the brows above your eyes; 

And the restrained red wineness of your mouth 

Was a color Titian would have loved 

To have swept upon his Venus— 

I looked at you and within my heart 

Was the theme-beat of Moussorgsky’s “Promenade”! 
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PREFACE 


These prayers and prayer readings are not to be con- 
sidered official prayers of the Reconstructionist movement. 
Although some were published in Reconstructionist, they 
were always published as my writings as an independent 
contributor. 

The prayers and poem readings presented here reflect 
the impact of Reconstructionism upon my mood and think- 
ing. “Prayer fora Disturbed Sabbath” has had increasing 
acceptance in Reconstructionist, Conservative and Reform 
synagogues in the United States and other countries. Any 
errors or theological nonconformities with Reconstruction- 
ism are mine. 

Two of the prayers fall in a different category. When 
my wife, Dr. Esther Oshiver Fisher, a marriage counselor and 
teacher of marriage counseling, wrote Help for Today’s 
Troubled Marriages, she discussed the lingering failure in 
our society to accept the divorced person. She observed that 
we have prayers for marriage and death and none for divorce. 
When a marriage has been ended by death, there is a funeral. 
There are rites and rituals to aid the widowed in their suf- 
fering—none for the anguished spouses whose marriages are 
ended by divorce. Where is our concern and compassion for 
them? Since my own profession as an attorney is concerned 

with marital distress and divorce, I have seen the need for 
such compassion so far neglected both by the church and the 
synagogue. My “Prayer for the Divorced” and “Prayer for a 
Troubled Marriage” seek to express that compassion. 


April 5, 1973 M.S.F. 
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REBEL, O JEWS! 


I, Ghetto Rubble 


Rebel, O Jews— 

Against the rubble of the ghetto, 
Against the gaberdine of the mind 
Which substitutes linguistic rapidity 
For ethical concern. 


The Siddur is not a book 

To mumble as a charlatan 

Spouts some abacadabra. 
The Siddur is not a flaccid text 
With which to dull the senses— 
Nor a verbal confession 
Box to dump therein our faults, 
Our crimes, our errors. 


A Jewish prayer book should be a program, 
A challenge, not a literary gravestone, 

A series of goals, objectives 

Stirring the conscience, 

Marking the future, 

Rather than mapping the past, 

Alerting men and women 

Rather than praising God. 


il. Racial Pride 


Rebel, O Jews 
Against the complacency 
Of racial pride! 
Think not that because 
We are descended from Hebraic people 
We automatically partake of Hebraic genius. 





That Jews produced a Moses, 

An Isaiah, a Jeremiah, an Einstein 
Does not give us personal leave 
To strut in the marble halls 

Of our new temples. 


Because we had such ancestors 

Or distinguished contemporaries— 
Does that make each of us great 
Or our progeny prophets? 


Ill, False Security 


Rebel, O Jews 

Against the complacency 

Of false security, 

‘Against the smugness 

Of money, mansions and things! 


The market of our stocks and. bonds 

Is not the barometer of our true wealth, 
And the horsepower of our engines 

Is not the crowning might 

Of an ancient and honorable people. 


Put not your trust in machines— 
Neither their possession nor their speed 
May substitute for insight or learning. 


Put not your trust in prices— 

The bonds which bind men 

Each to the other, 

‘The security which evolves 

From the knowledge of our past, 
Present and future, 

‘The peace which comes 

From active identification with our folk, 
‘These are our treasures, 


‘These are our dwelling places, 
O Israel! 


IV. Frivolity 


Rebel, O Jews 

Against frivolity, 

The insipid laugh, 

The wax creased smile, 
The minutiae of chatter! 


Life is not a hollow 

Jeer or obscene smirk. 

The repetitive shuffle of cards 
Is not the occupation 

Of sons of the psalmists. 


‘The Commandments were not made of laughable 
conundrums, 

And Jewish humor, however serving 

To dissipate ghetto gloom 

Is no substitute for history, 

Torah and the concatenated 

Faith of men who struggled 

To bring a tabernacle 


Of peace. 


V. The Mask 


O fellow Jews, rebel! 

Rebel against the mask 
Created by constant anxiety 
Lest we be defamed. 


Have regard to our speech 

And conduct and stature, 

A regard deriving from our inward 
Ideals and pattern, 

Not foisted externally 

By an omnipresent fear 

Of what enemies of Jews may say, 


VI. Injustice 


Rebel, O Jews, 
Against injustice! 


We must not permit the mighty river 
Of righteousness of Amos 

To remain a verbal trickle, 

An archaic mumble. 


We shall not escape nor progress 
By clothing problems 
In self-glorifying aphorisms. 


We must not allow sweet clatter 
To keep us from disturbing 
The nastiness of man toward man. 


“Amelioristic inevitability” 
Was burned in Auschwitz 
And asphyxiated in Belsen. 
We may no longer shunt 

To a mystical conglomeration 
Our duties and our hopes. 


The blinding light of faith 

Must never prevent us 

From glimpsing the grimness 

Of ignorance, poverty, hatred and war. 


Vil. The Shofar 


Rebel, O Jews! 
The Shofar summons not God 
But men to march. 


The voice of Isaiah 
Was not intended to reach 
Only the rim of our outer ears. 


The priest’s pulsing rage against sin 
Can be transmuted 
Into anguished anger against iniquity. 


This Judaism, this curious civilization, 

This happy union of memory and hope, 

This rapture of continuous creation, 

This joyous mixture of faith and folk, — 

This amalgam of history and conscience, 

‘This beloved culture of a people , 

Has the potential of priest, psalmist and prophet. 


Rebel, O Jews, 
Rebel! 





THE JEW OF WALL STREET 


Western Wall, 
I, the Jew of Wall Street 
Stand before your tear inundated stones, 
I, laden with sophistication, 
The half assimilated Hebrew, 
The Jew of the West, 
Far distant from the prayer papers 
stuck into your crevices 
By votaries overpious. 


It is hard to impose upon me 

‘The memories of the centuries, 

‘The wars, the battles, the destructions 
and expulsions. 

I must stretch my ears 

To hear the sounds of marching priests, 
the psalms of David, the shrill Shofars, 
the wails and cries. 


Too long have my ears rung with the music 
of the West, Beethoven and Mozart 

For me to capitulate to the moans 
which echoed here. 

I am sated with prosperity 

And puffed by the false security 

Of American modernity; 

There are tiered shells 

Around my spirit. 


And yet, I am also a Jew 

A kin to these fur hatted men in caftan 
and tallith 

Who sway their bodies before the 
silent stones. 7 

I am the representative 

Of the generation of my fathers 


Who in village and Lithuanian city 
Prayed to be here 
But who compressed by the incidents 
of time and place 
Never came and never were able to come. 


Mystic parallelograms 

Of stone, your silence mocks me. 

Yet in this Jerusalem 

Of earth and past 

I sense the winds of history, death and hope 
Blowing into the restless present. 


Western Wall, 

I, the Jew of the West 
Pray before you. 
Behold, I am here. 


ON RECITING THE TRADITIONAL KIDDUSH 


These grandiloquent words, 
Archaic in concept 
With imaginative daring 
Ascribing to eternal forces 
What was probably designed by men— 
In its description of our people 
Vaulting to a theme of divine election 
In mystic disregard 
Of repetitive suffering and exile. 
Behold the Kiddush! 
Every seventh day 
It strings a bead 
On time’s necklace. 
I read the Kiddush words 
And in the back consciousness 
Of my mind 
I contemplate the Sabbaths 
Tumbling in septenary sequence their temporal thread. 
Those Sabbath beads were added 
By my grandfather, 
And those in Vilna, 
And those by my distant parents unknown. 
My memory searches the Sabbath tables, 
The lights, the candles, the twisted bread, 
The benedictions of happy days, 
The wistful Sabbath evenings, 
The inner peace against the outward confusion. 
Blessed are Thou, O Lord— 
Or art ““Thouw” the generations 
Of my fathers and mothers 
In changing lands and centuries? 
Blessed art Thou 
Who has sanctified the Sabbath. 


THE FRONTIER MEN 


They too are heroes brave who stand 
On the frontier hard, where men fight 
Not to conquer, nor bleed the land 
Of some enemy, nor spread blight 
Of dire death or dreadful despair, 
But who urged by an inner call 
Do preach, and speak, and nobly dare 
To labor, so that in the fall 
Of prejudice and artful greed 
Men closer to each soon may come 
In fellowship to drink the mead 
Of love, well knowing that though some 
May bow down to cross, and others 
The Jew’s proud ancient faith hold high 
They all are and must be brothers, 
Hearing, heeding the same sad cry 
Of men in factory and mine 
Whose arms are broken on a wheel 
That would have racked the sturdy spine 
Of martyred saints, and yet who feel 
The urge of strong faith that shall yet 
Win the world for glad peace and light. 


These frontier men in life may get 
No wealth, no fame, no earthly might, 
But them the colored man will bless 
And blindly stumbling, crippled poor 
Whom bloody blades of rapine press 
Into drab lives, wont to abjure | 
All faith in God or soul or man. 
These heroes too some future day 
Woman will praise, freed from the ban 
On love, treading her happy way 
Far from that dark sequestered road 
In which stupidity her feet 
Had forced to travel with sore load 
Of child and fearful drudgery. 


10 


More—these frontiersmen will receive 
The love of those whom no pity 

The war-Gods showed but caused to grieve 
The loss of sons torn from their breasts 

As slaughter for the cannon’s feast. 


These pioneers in the forests 
Of darkness great God counts not least 
Of those who serve for right and truth, 
Demanding that every man 
Be taught to labor in the van 
Of God, all striving to create 
That day when battle, greed, and wrong 
Dare not hush the chorus great 
Of fellowship’s truimphant song. 
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PRAYER FOR A DISTURBED SABBATH 


Disturb us, O Lord, ruffle us from our complacency; 


Make us dissatisfied, dissatished with the peace of ignorance, 
the quietude which arises from a shunning of the horror, 
the defeat, the bitterness and the poverty, physical and 


spiritual, of men. 

Shock us, O Lord, deny to us the false Sabbaths which give 
us the delusions of satisfaction amid a world of war and 
hatred; | 

Wake us, O God, and shake us from the sweet and sad poign- 
ancies rendered by half forgotten melodies and rubric 
prayers of yesteryears; 

Make us know that the border of Thy sanctuary is not the © 


border of living and the walls of Thy temples are not 
shelters from the winds of truth, justice and reality. 


Disturb us, O Lord, and vex us; let not Thy Sabbath be a 
day of torpor and slumber; let it be a time to be stirred 
and spurred to action. Amen. 
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A HAFTARAH TO BE RECITED ON ANY SABBATH 


Isaiah, Cry aloud again! 
Spare not your voice, 
Raise it loud as a horn. 


Is this the Sabbath I have given you, O Jew of yesteryear? 


To eat the animal sacrifice, to savor of its meat, to flavor its 


burnt flesh and then slumber and snore as some beast of 
the field? | 


Is this the Sabbath I have given you, O modern Jew? 


When you enter into my synagogue, to sit and stand, to smile 
and chatter, to be present only with your body? 


Is this the Sabbath I choose, 


To listen to the prayer of the rabbi and the song of the cantor 
as though to some archaic operetta? 


Is this the Sabbath I have given you, 


For sweet entertainment, to “enjoy” the sermon and the 


singing, to receive a passing sensation as that provided by 
an irrelevant play? 


Where is thy soul, O Jew of yesterday and today? 


Do you think you may pay a shekel of time and obtain the 
treasury of my forgiveness of your conduct? Do you think 
you can make the Tallit a tent of life? 


As the seventh day followed creation, it is to precede creation 


by you. Woe unto you if you make it a day of mere pause 
a time to mouth prayers! 
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THE JEWISH NEW YEAR 


/, 


A New Year has come— 
Dated in bland disregard 
Of the archaeologist and the test of rocks— 


- Assigned a number as if all 


That was important on the cycling globe 


Was the story of my people 


In an ancient book. 


The Jewish year is numbered 

By the calculations made from creation, 

The beginning as Torah told us, 

Heedless of science, its markings and trappings. 
The storied creation, the fable, the fiction, 

‘The myth, the legend woven 

Out of our fathers’ dreams and their reading 
Into the heavens their own plans and hopes 

Of an ordered world and a purposeful universe, 
‘These punctuate our years. 


ff, 


In what respects shall this be a New Year? 
Is the milestone of our lives 

To be set by the whirling of the planet? 
Or by the seventh moon? 


Why should it be new? 

How should it be new? 

I do not want the new. 

I have wife, children, offspring, 

I have parents, love, affection, health, 

A modicum of food, an earnest of SECUrity. 
What need have I of change 

Or alteration? 


O, New Year, be the old year! 

These time stations I abhor— 

They remind me of the atomic clock 
Clicking away my hours. 

I want not novelty; 

I seek the continuum 

Of my life and association, 

Not a serrated break. 


il. 


In what respects shall this be a New Year? 
The pulsating pain has dogged our days, 
The screaming jets with missiles 

Air to air and earth to air, 

The rockets flaring with smashing death, 
The mutilation of men, the corpses, 
The starved children, the low moan 

Of the homeless and the driven, 

The inhumanity, the bitterness, 

The myriad aches, the twisted greed, 
The march to self-destruction, 

Suicide, homicide and murder. 


O welcome milestone, O welcome New Year! 
Perhaps, the first day of this seventh moon 
Unfurls a flag in the wind of eternity 

Shoots forth a symbol to the cosmos — 

A change, an end, 

A surge to a new plateau, 

A new ridge, a new temporal height. 


lV. 


Blow, Shofar, blow! 

A Jewish New Year has come. 
Shofar, thou art not 

An arced horn with raucous toot 


1§ 
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Which splits the air with sputtering sound 
In the moment separating the thirty-first 
Of a December and the onset of a January 
In pagan pyrotechnics. 


The Shofar blows 

Unaccompanied by the confetti, 

The paper streamers, the shouts, 

The drunken staggering, 

The tinsel kisses at the twelfth stroke. 


V. 


The Shofar wakes to moral battle 

As once it stirred the besieging army 
And frightened the Jericho besieged. 
It wails of life and destiny, 

Of God and memory and hope. 


O, Shofar, be not the sounding knell 

Of man’s doom: 

Be not the tocsin 

Of man’s march into the mire 

Of an exploded planet into poisoned air. 


VI. 


Sound the Shofar on the new moon 

In the time appointed for our solemn festival: 
For it is a statute for Israel 

An ordinance of the God of Jacob. 


Who 1s Israel? 

Where ts Jacob? 

Where art Thou, O my Lord? 
‘Thou, O God, they say 

Are in all and the master of all. 
Art Thou in the belches of Belsen? 


Art Thou in the ashes of Auschwitz? 
Art Thou in the artillery fire 

Which pursues ‘Thy people 

Across the Suez waters 

As the chariots of Mitzrayim 

Sought to make the parting waters 
Red with the blood of escaping slaves? 


Blow, O Shofar, blow! 

Perhaps yours are not the blasts 

Of a ram’s horn. 

Perhaps yours are not the clarion 

Calls of an ageless God. 

Perhaps your sounds 

Are just the sounds of anguished Jacob 
Vocally tilting against the unkind 
Cliffs of man’s hatred, the world’s 
Indifference and the world’s scorn. 


VII. 
A New Year has come 


Dated in bland disregard 
Of the archaeologist and the test of rocks. 


17 


18 


ON SEEING CHRISTMAS TREES ON THE STREET 


THE DAY AFTER NEW YEAR'S 


They are on the ground now— 

Their tinseled branches shorn 

Of shining globes, with broken ornament 
Lie tumbled and dirtying. 

Brief was the uprightness. 

The glistening star on top is dead. 

The garbage truck will come 

And cart away the leafy carcass. 

So the holiday Christ 

Is cast down and despised, 

The “good will toward men” muddied. 
The tree is seen for what it is— 

Pagan symbol of the winter night. 
Would IJ thus cast down a Hebrew book, 
Consign a Menorah to the gutter? 


TO THE HAZZAN 


Sing your song 

In the forest of sounds. 
Raise your voice 

Over the how! 

Of modernity 

And the anguish of the past. 


Sing to the Lord, O, Hazzan, 
Let Him hear you. 

Praise Him 

In the anxiety 

Of your composition— 

Yet drive 

Into your melody 

Some sad rebuke 

Of Eternity. 


Why are you 

So trustful 

O, Hazzan 

As you repeat 
The prayers? 
Why do you sing 
So confidently 
The refrains of yesteryear 
And the echoes 
Of an age 

That is gone? 


Sing of death and triumph— 

Sing of despair and hope— 

Sing of the glory of Israel 

Sing of the Maccabees and Masada 
Sing of Warsaw and the Wailing Wall 
Sing of the dark and twilight 

Sing of the dawn. 
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O, sing to the people, 

O, Hazzan. 

Perhaps they will answer 
When Adonai slumbers. 


Human Shofar 

Of the faith 

Curve your note 

On the staff 

Of truth and challenge! 


TELL ME, THIS TORAH 


Tell me the Torah 

Is not this scroll 
Lavendered in velvet 
With bells and plate. 


Explain to me that Torah 

Is tradition and law, 

The piled works of rabbis, 
Prophets, ‘Tanaim and the host 
Of commentators of Carpentras, 
Troyes and Nehardea. 


Tell me the ‘Torah 
Is culture and ethical craft, 


Faith and future. 


All this is intellectual. 
All this 1s mental, 
Cerebral, contemplative. 


Sometimes I revert 
And am more simple. 

The Torah is this 
Bundled skin 

Cast in calligraphy, 
Hebrew words with curlicues, 
Hand printed legend 

Of creation, story 

Of Abraham and Isaac, 
History of enslavement, 
Egypt, Amalek and Moses, 
Statute and ordinance, 
‘Thunder of Sinai, 

Stone tablets 

Broken and whole. 
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See the rounded velvet ‘Torah 
Carried in joy and singing 

In the wooden synagogues 

Of Lithuania and Poland 
And the great temples 

Of Alexandria, Budapest 
And Kiev. 


Our fathers saw 

The Divine Presence shining 
On its turrets 

And even its pointer 

Was the hand 

Of destiny. 


Open, the Ark, 

See the Torahs, 

Long celestial soldiers 
Resting side by side 
Behind the curtains 
Embroidered with lions, 
Crowns and flowers. 


‘Torah, March! 

March, Torah 

Down the aisle 

Of the worshippers. 
They prayed and pressed 
Their Tallethim 

‘To the cloth 

With kisses 

Of sweet hope 

And devotion. 


To them 

The Torah was a fabric message 
Of Adonai, 

An engraved blessing, 

A literal letter from the Lord. 


Can your oral ‘Torah 
So marche 


Tell me Torah 

Is not just this scroll 
Lavendered in velvet 
With bells and plate. 


I believe it 


And I do not believe it. : 


I know I am wrong. 


Forgive me, Dr. Kaplan . 


I still seeascroll. | . 
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PRAYER FOR THE DIVORCED 


God, Master of Union and Disunion, 

Teach me how I may now walk 

Alone and strong. 

Heal my wounds; 

Let the scar tissue of Thy bounty 

Cover these bruises and hurts 

That I may again be a single person 
Adjusted to new days. 

Grant me a heart of wisdom, 

Cleanse me of hostility, revenge and rancor, 
Make me know the laughter which is not giddy, 
The affection which is not frightened. 

Keep far from me thoughts of evil and despair. 
May I realize that the past chapter of my life 
Is closed and will not open again. 

‘The anticipated theme of my life has changed, 
The expected story end will not come. 

Shall I moan at the turn of the plot? 

Rather, remembering without anger’s thrust 
Recalling without repetitive pain of regret, 
‘Teach me again to write and read 

‘That I may convert this unexpected epilogue 
Into a new preface and a new poem. 

Muddled gloom over, 

‘Tension days passed, 

Let bitterness of thought fade 

Harshness of memory attenuate 

Make me move on in love and kindness. 


pRAYER FOR A TROUBLED MARRIAGE 


O, Lord, help my marriage, 
Keep far from my home 
Dissension, divorce and discord. 
Give me the understanding to know 


That love must be joined 


To comradeship, patience and compassion. 


Grant me the insight 
To hear and see myself 
As my spouse hears and sees me. 


Teach me not to take advantage 
Of the relation between us. 
Make me faithful and forbearing, 
Kind, not arrogant, 
Pleasing, not provocative, 
Giving before receiving. 
Make me realize 
That marriage is not a counting board 
Of what I give and what I get. 
Teach me the paradox 
That when giving is genuine, 
Without expecting return, 
Returns come, unasked blessings. 


O, Lord, Master of Marriage, 

Let not others of my family, however dear 
Prevent the primacy of my feelings 

To my spouse and of my spouse to me. 


When I behold 
The love of man and woman, 
The life of husband and wife 
Flow goodly is Thy home, 
Thy tabernacle of divine marriage, 
Its ceiling is faith in each other 
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Its walls are walls of pleasantness 
And all its ways are peace. 

Its tapestries are woven of memory 
And its paintings of sweet affection, 


Lord, my God, 
Make me aware of this sacred value, 
The border of sacrifice, 
The excitement of children, 
The quiet of response, 
The serenity of trust, 
Lord, my God, 
Help me to help my marriage! 
Amen 


THE EDUCATED JEW AND THE KADDISH 


What is there in this Kaddish 
That moves me? 


I come in the hour when Death 
With its equipage 

Of pain and misery 

Has inflicted my spirit, 
Bowed my mind 

And woed my soul. 

I come in annual day 

When memory of loss 

Of recent or remote past 
Stirs me to the realization 
Of yet unextinguished pain 
Of yesterday 

And the searing sense 

Of the loss of mother, father, 
Grandparent or child, 
Husband or wife. 


Then I scan these Aramaic words 

For speech of comfort, assuagement, hope, 
Blessing upon my lost beloved. 

I find none. 

I read only a magnificat, 

A repetitive exaltation 

Of the eternal God 

Of earth and heavens. 


I read 

Only an earnest wish 

Directed toward the universe 

‘That God be blessed, exalted, revered. 
As if He needed it! 

What of me below, 

My troubles, my anguish? 

What of my suffering 

In the terrestrial passage? 


What care I for eternity 
When the days and years 
Face me 


Without the presence of my beloved? 


I scan the Aramaic, 

Its theological themes. 

Then, cascading from the centuries 
I sense 

This is a defiant ode to life, 

Not a magnificat to the Lord 

But a magnificent turning 

Of Hebrew prayer men 

Who in the hour 

Of death’s strike 

And death’s memory 

Directed that these alliterative sentences, 
‘This Kaddish 

Structured for other prayer purposes 
Be a mourner’s Kaddish 

And molded them by time and usage 
Into a threnody 

‘That beats together 


Resignation, wistful memories, hope, 
And affirmation. 


BITTER REFLECTIONS AFTER A TRADITION 
FUNERAL OF A BELOVED RELATIVE 


I. 


"God has given 

And God has taken away.” 

The mellifluous voice intones: 
"May the name of the Lord be blessed." 


I ponder. 


I. 


Are you indeed so meek 

O writer of the ancient prayer? 
So resigned, so complacent 

As you mark the ebb 

And tide of life? 

When you sounded these words 
In grandiloquent humility 

Was there a mocking smile 
Upon your lips? 


HI. 


God hath given 

And God hath taken away 
“Barukh Dayan Ha-Emet— 
Blessed is the righteous Judge” 

O, writer of the ancient prayer 
Why are you rushing so 

To bless the Lord? 

Are you afraid that the welling 
Tide of your own anger will lead 
You to curse the heavens? 

Are you using “‘Blessed” 

In some ironic sense? 


29 


30 


lV. 


Is God an “Indian-Giver’’ 
‘Thrusting with a right hand 
And dashing with a left? 

I know not if God has given— 
Perhaps as some causa causans 
Whirling globes and suns 
‘Twisting atoms and the march 
Of evolution— 

And thus in some final 
Remote sense did He give. 


V. 


Now you say God takes away. 

If so, He must be an impish deity. 

I decline so to believe. 

I decline to accept 

‘That the miscellaneous darts of death 
Derive from such malice. 

To entice, to delight with life 

To grant the colors of the sun 

And then to eclipse into final blackness, 
‘To put man on a cascading 

Ferris wheel from mire to star 

And back again— 

This seems chaotic, 

A mischievous taunting plan. 


V1. 


God has not taken away 
We, men, have taken away | 
By the substitution of cannons for research, 
By the poverty of our thinking, 
By our enmity, horror and waste. 


Vil. 


God has not taken away in Vietnam 

Or on any battlefield. 

We have taken away 

In and by our fear, 

Our stupidity masking as mission, 

Our everlasting engaging in the small war 
There and now 

To avoid the big war here and tomorrow 
And, in the repetitive end, 

Bringing both. 


VAN. 


God has not taken away in the hospital. 
We have taken away 

By our pollution of air and stream, 

By our crowded cities, 

By our bronze chariots racing 

To maim and kill, 

By our fire arms 

Loaded by frustrated idiots, 

By the needles of drugs 

And the blight of slums. 


IX. 


God has not taken away in old age. 
We have taken away 

By the over-laudation of youth 

And neglect of the elderly, 

By our extending the years 

Without lengthening the social soul, 
By our disdain of the hoary 

And our exultation of the muscle. 
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X. 


God has not taken away in death. 

Death with its painful equipage 

Is no divine rider. 

The force which makes for righteousness 
Does not play with the terminus of life 
Or sport with the cessation of the heart. 


XI. 


If God indeed has given— 
Either the stream runs into the sea 
Or man has taken away. 


A VOICE IS HEARD IN MUNICH 


Thus saith the Lord— 

A voice is heard in Munich, 

Wailing and bitter weeping 

It is Rachel— 

Maternal epitome of the Jewish People— 


Weeping for her children. 


O, Rachel, in how Many Cities have you wept! 
Yet, I hear your voice now 
With a tremolo I have not heard before. 


A voice is heard in Munich, 

Rachel, weeping for her children, 

Not for men marching to Ani-Ma-Amin— 
Not for mystic Yeshiva boys, 

Not frightened ghetto Jews. 


A voice is heard in Munich, 

It is Rachel crying for her children— 
Israeli sports men 

Who came to watch 

The torch of ancient Greece 

Relit in a land 

Redolent with Jewish sorrow, 

Who marched with hope 

That the torch had lit the night. 


A voice is heard in Munich, 

It is Rachel weeping for her children— 
Young Hebrews who marched 

In the Munich parade of the nations, 
Bearing the Star of David, 

Not as a badge 

Imposed by the German madness, 

But as an emblem 

Of pride and glory. 
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A voice is heard in Munich. 

We and Rachel weep for our children 
Who found beneath the Greek torch 
The yet burning flame of hatred, 
Who found on German soil 


~The fire of an Arab Auschwitz. 


September, 1972 


POSTSCRIPT 


SEVEN DECADES 


Seven decades of my life have passed— 
Yet I feel as energetically brazen 

As when a child of eleven 

I first began in synagogues to preach, 
Was called a “wonder boy rabbi.” 


Years have brought growth, not change, 


Maturing of what was, 
Some increases in insight, power and force. 


[ remain the child, son, grandson 
Even as I became the man, myself the father, grandfather, 


I remain the student 
As sometimes I became the lecturer. 


O, give thanks to the Lord 
For He is good and exciting! 


There was the rapture 

Of now and then touching 

The history of my people, 
Sometimes evoking values 

In triple career 

Of rabbinate, philosophy and law, 
Seeking justice and truth 

In temples, schools and courts. 


I am grateful for the years 

Of smiles, inspiration, love, 
Wife and children, 

Students, teachers, 

Judges before whom I argued, 
Clients whom I served, 
Lawyers who were my friends. 
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Remembering the old familiar faces, 
Parents and generation gone— 
Tasting the present, 

Welcoming the future, 

I send these microcosms of mysei:, 
‘These prayers, 

“Rebel, O Jews!,” 

“Prayer for a Disturbed Sabbath, © 
‘These other rushes of my mind 
To the thinking Jews of today, 

To the congregations of tomorrow. 


The Stddur ts not a flaccid text 
With which to dull the senses. 


April 5,1973 
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